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PRISONER 


ACT I. 


SCENE I.—-BERNARDO's Tent pitched In the cen 
tre of others in an open country. 


Two Centinels on Guard. 


Enter BR NARDO, PAS AL, and. Soldiers. 


BAAHZ ADO 


| T H E friends of Marcos, 1 know, tides raiſed | 


this ſedition ; but our ſoldiers are in fpirits, 
our numbers treble that of theſe mutinous ſlaves, 
who ſhrink from an open engagement.—Yet all is 
not well here---(Striking his breaft)---Paſqual, you 
have ſeen Clara, the ſiſter of my priſoner, Don 
Marcos—Is ſhe not beautiful? 


EE: 
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Pas d. You forget, I never ſaw her. It was my 
fortune, when you knew her firſt, to be detach- 
ed againſt the Indians. But Marcos 


Bk. Ay, this Marcos, this brother, through an 
ancient feud, as idle as it was fierce, denied her 
to me; hut Fate, I thank you! a ſhort time 
ſince, placedhim in my power, and now I graſp 
the golden opportunity of vengeance. 


Pasq. But, if your paſſion be ſo violent, why not 
releaſe Don Marcos? Can the affections of a 
ſiſter be gained by a brother's confinement ? 


BER. Her affections are my own :—Nay, do not 
think I flatter myſelf ; for her cheek often bluſh'd 
the intelligence, her lip was too reſerv*d to 
avow. | I 

| AIR. BERNARD. 

t Whene er ſhe bade me ceaſe to plead, 

| | Her breaſt wou'd gently heave, 

And prov'd her lip beguil'd a heart 
III-practis'd to deceive, 

As ſwelling waves that ſeem inclin'd, 

To greet the ſhores they leave behind. 

Pas d, Pardon me, Bernardo; but to imprifon a 
man of his rank, not taken in arms, but acci- 
dentally ſeparated, with a ſingle ſervant, from a 
peaceful train of hunters--- ( 1 

Fe BER. Paſqual, no more.—Has "0 not torn my 

Clara from me? Nay, I doubt not but his ma- 

| | lice to me has deſtroy'd her. Two long years, 

I have paſs/ in miſery, and he in chains, in that 
dungeon, from which none were ever yet de- 

BY livered 
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livered but by death. By heaven, the torments 
he has heap'd on me, ſhall fall with double force 
on him; and by to-morrow noon his blood ſhall 

ſatiate my revenge. | | 

PAs d: Oh! conſider, Sir. — 

BER. No more, but to your poſt—See the centi- 
nels be vigilant—You cannot judge for a lover, 
becauſe you feel not the agonies of love. 

Pas q. Since J loſt my Auguſtina, love has been a 
ſtranger to me—War is my- miſtreſs now—Re- 
membrance, indeed, till places her before me 

in the battle, points out the path of honour, and 
urges me to victory. 


| AIR. Pasguar. 
$ „„  {Mezarts/ 
Wbere the banners of glory are ſtreaming, 
Her image ſtill lingers above; 
And her eyes ſeem all terribly gleaming, 


Which glow'd but with tranſports of love, 


Deeds of arms my ſoul inſpire 
As the battling thunders roll, 
She and Fame my boſom fire, 
And to conqueſt light my ſoul : 
And 'mid {laughter madly wounding, 
Heroes dying, groans reſounding, 
Armour claſhing; 
Light'ning flaſhing, 
Angel-pinion'd, o'er her lover 
With protecting wing ſhe'll hover; 
Valour's genius—Memory's pleaſure, 
Guardian of life's ſacred treaſure. 


* ; 
* : ; 7Y 


— 2 5 . 
"#2 . er Ger wan 


What 


4 . THE PRISONER, 


What can check the ſoldier's courſe, 
Who, where war delights to rove, 
Strikes with more than mortal force, 


Urg'd by fame, impell'd by love? [ Exeunts 


* * 6 
7 —ͥͤ — ? * » * 
* 


scENE Il.—Another part of the country. 
Enter CLARA. 


CLARA. Oh ! Clara ! Clara ! what haſt thou done ? 
Engag'd beyond retreat, my heart now begins 
to ſhrink. Yet coward as fear would make me, 
I would not forego my purpoſe to be the miſ- 
treſs of the world. My Nina, the companion 

of my flight, the ſharer of my danger, my faith- 
ful confidante, where can ſhe delay? 

Enter Nina, 
Oh ! Nina. 

NI NA. Dear, dear madam—When I went to en- 
lit, they brought a fife to meaſure me by, and 
ſwore I wasn't tall enough by a ſtop and a half. 

CIARA. Then you cannot rank in our company? 

Ni1xa. Yes, but I can though For ſeeing a drum, 
I ran to it, and beat fo eloquent a rub-a-dub— 


did not you hear it ma'am ? that they liſted me 
immediately, 


CLara, Can you beat a drum? 


NINA. My dear madam, what a queſtion—lIt's 
voman's alent, you know, to ſet. folks together 


by 


THE PRISONER. 5 


þy the ears, and if they cannot do it by one in- 
ſtrument, the tongue, they'll ſoon find out ano- 
ther I warrant me, Methinks I cou'd fight like 
a hero. 1 


A I R. NINA. 


How charming a camp is, where ſoldiers late and early, 
With hair ſo tightly trimm'd up, and powder'd fo fine, 
March, ſhoulder, preſent ; while the ſerjeant ſo ſurly, 
Drills the young recruits in the rear of the line. 
To a DUB-A-DUB—while ſo merry, 
Beats the drummer DUB-A-DUB. 


Tho' bluff they look and fierce, that no lions ſure are 
bolder, 

Vet the damſels don't fear em- nay one as I live 
Came and aſk'd me to give her my heart but J told her, 
My heart was beſpoke, and I'd nothing elſe to give, 

But DUB-A-DUB—ever merry, 
Beats the drummer DB-A- DUB. 


CLARA. I thought myſelf the better ſoldier, Nina, 
but you ſeem to have brac'd your courage like 
your drum, to the true tone of valour. 
NixA. That's a bad ſimile, madam, for my drum 
would take a beating better than me, I aſſure you. 


But what do you N by our Foy ſol- 
diers. 


CTA. To learn if poſſible ſomething certain of my 
brother Marcos. Report ſays, that he is kept by. 
Bernardo as a hoſtage for me, and, ſhall I con- 

feſs, I long to ſee my Bernardo himſelf. 


Nina 


6 THE PRISONER. + 


Nina. What to ſee the man, Who 
CL a. I know what you wou'd urge but if Mar- 
cos is detain'd, does not the refuſal of my hand 


unjuſtifiable, and unprovok'd, a little excuſe A 
lovers caution. 


Nina. Oh! to be ſure; what pretty Caſuiſts we 
women are: if a man were to commit as many 
faults, and {tick to 'em, as he ſwears oaths, and 
breaks 'em, let him but plead love in his excuſe, 
and there is not a woman of us all but wou'd 
forgive the wicked devil, and admire him too. 
But have you not heard from Bernardo ſince 
your brother diſappear'd? 


CLARA. Never !—Secur'd by my brother” s order 
in a remote Province, there was no poſſibility of 
intercourſe - there I met with you, plann'd our 
eſcape, reach'd this ſpot—and now, by good for. 
tune, we are both admitted into Bernardo s own 
regiment. 


NIx A. Don't you fear he has forgot you ?—Ah ! 
Madam Clara; conſtant interchange of proteſta- 

tions on one ſide, and ſheepiſh ſmiles on the 
other, ſerve to keep the torch of love alight—bur 
abſence is a downright extinguiſher, it puts it 
quite out—and though he might notice you a 
little in petticoats, la! what admiration can you 
expect from him now? 


CLARA. 


yo R % 1 
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CLa, 1 expect nothing—let me but ſee him, watch 
round his tent, live near his perſon Fight 
Die for him. 


NINA. Why, ma'am, you'r 're like that fool Carlos 


of our village, who really did die for love, 


 Cra. Ah! poor fellow! 


AIR. CLARA. 


Young Carlos ſued a beauteous maid, 
On her his happineſs ſtaking ; 

She frown'd upon his love—he ſigh'd 
« Ah me! my heart is breaking,” 


She took a ſwain of large domains, 
His humble love forſaking ; 

He thought her happy, and he ſmil'd, 
Although his heart was breaking. 


On wealth alone few joys attend, 
She found, with anguiſh aching ; 
He ſunk,—and gave her ſuch a look, 
* as his heart was breaking. f [ Extt, 


N1NA, (returning) Lud a mercy I've forgot my 
drum. [ Exit. 


SCENE III. — An Apartment in BERNARDO's Houſe. 
Enter Txzkzs4. 


Tas, How unhappy is my fate, thus to adore a 
man I ſaw but once, and he brought into my 
preſence to be dragg'd to a dungeon But his 
virtues were the theme of every tongue! Oh 
Marcos ! 
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Marcos! Marcos He is „ my Bro- 


ther's victim, who more than ſuſpects my regard 


for him, and I dare not even ſpeak in his behalf 


There come my little n, the Jailor's 
children. 
Enter JuLIANA and NARCISSO. 
What, my little loves and how is your pri- 
ſoner? 


NAR. Oh, Madam !' my father ſent us out for 


ſome bread and water for him; but we have fad 
news, 


Jur. I ſaid as we came along, that it would almoſt 
break madam Thereſa's heart. 


Taz. What news can be worſe than confine- 


ment. 

Nas. Why, as we came out a warrant was ſent 
for 

TH E. Death 5 

Nak. Yes, ma'am, to-morrow morning and ſo 
we cried - and ſcolded the ugly fellows that 
brought it and then we look'd thro” the grate 
as the news was deliver'd to him 

Tux. And how did he ſeem ?. 

Jui. He lifted up his hands madam, ferch'd 4 
deep ſigh, and cry'd, Then farewel Thereſa” 
— but he didn't ſay one word about himſelf. 

NAR. I'm ſure I ſhou'd have a of nobody 
elſe. 


Tux. So ſudden then muſt I try to work theſe 
children 


. 


Fc 


2 
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children to my wiſhes tis the laſtreſource. Well 
my {weet ones, you pity him I'm ſure. 

Ju. That we do- and the more becauſe you love 
him, and we love yor, and pity you know is the 
play-fellow of love. 


Tk. I love him child! who told you ſo ? 


Jur. Your eyes, Madam. 

Taz. What ſo young, and ſkill'd in their lan- 
guage. I pity him from my ſoul, and wou'd 
ſacrifice my life to ſerve him. 

Jur. Ay, you'd ſay fo indeed if you were to * 
him, as we have ſometimes, when father has tip- 
pled a little. 

Taz. Well! | 

Jour. And then we watch'd our opportunity to 
carry him ſome of the fruit our Godmother gave 
us, and now and then flip your bits of paper 
into his hand. 


Nax. And then he wou'd look ſo „ 
I wiſh'd he had his liberty. 


AIR. NARCISso- 
Tears that exhale from the ſprings of good nature, 
Fall like the dew-drop on ſympathy's breaſt; 


Wiſhes reviving bloom with treſh beauty, 


And in gay colours are gaudily dreſt. 


Yet when I think on the danger that threatens; 
Fear blights my boſom with doubt and diſmay, 

Fond expedtation all cheerleſs and languid, 
Droops! drops its bloſſom, and withers away! 


9 Tus 


5 
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Taz. Kind Narciſſo! and do you wiſh he had 
his liberty, Juliana ? 


Jur. Yes, that I do—I would not for the world 
have you ſee him riſe from the ground with ſuch 
a weight of chains—his face ſo pale—his eyes ſo 
heavy 

NaR. His beard ſo long. 

Jur. And yet he look'd ſo handſome 5 

Tas. If indeed you feel what you pretend, and 
are as good as you are pretty, you would do 
more than wiſh him liberty. 

Jur. Iam ſure I will do any thing. 

NAR. And I too. 

Tre. And I'll reward you richly. 

Jor. To ſerve you and him will be reward enough 
for me ; for an't you both in love, and you 


know I may be in love ſometime or other, and 


want ſomebody's aſſiſtance. 
TRE. Well, then, I will truſt you. 
Jur. I'm quite impatient. 
Tre. Your father 
NAR. Well— 
Tre. Takes ſometimes: 
J oi. A little too much wine. 


Taz. You are quite a propheteſs—Now, when he 
is aſleep after dinner, cou'dn't you contrive 


180 
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Jur. Get his keys from him? 
Nas. Lord, filter, how quick ou are at gueſſ- 
ing. 
Tnk. If it frond, *twill ſave two lives. 
Nas. Will you venture, Juli. 1 


Juz. That I will, if it were only for Marcos's 
ſake, 


Nas. And J, if it were only for madam Thereſa's. 


TRE. Then we ſhall all be bappy—!I ſhall leave 
the plan to you, Juliana, you are ſo diſcerning; 
and you, Narciſſo, will not fail in the execu- 
tion, I'm ſure; it's a man's province, you 
know, to be daring. And now, Juliana, 
cou'dn't you contrive to ſee him quickly give 
him this letter, and 


Enter BERRNWARDO. 
BR. Who are theſe Thereſa? What 1s that 
paper ? 
Jur. Nothing, Sir, but---but---but---a ſong l was 
repeating to the lady, Sir,—and ſhe don't like 1 it. 


BER. Let me ſee it ? 


| Jour. That I'm ſure you ſhan't—T'd tear it in a 


thouſand pieces firſt ; (ſearing theletter) for you 
are a judge.of verſes, perhaps, and ſhan't laugh 
at my compoſition, 


BER. You ſeem, an arch poeteſs indeed. But fol- 
low me, Thereſa, I have buſineſs of yours, I'm 
5 call'd 
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call'd to my tent, and wiſh to conſult with you 
- Come. [ Exit. 


Jour. Don't be angry now at my tearing the letter 
See, it is but in two or three pieces, and I'll 


warrant me he'll make ſhift to read It, 
Tux. Be faithful! 
Jour. Be happy then, 


| TRI O. 
THERESA, JULIANA, NARcIsso. 


Tu. And will you ſooth my anguiſh? [to Jul. 


Jur. Oh! think us ever true: 


THE. And will you brave the danger? . eo Var. 


NAR. I fear not but for you! 

THERE. Mercy's an angel's virtue; 
NAR. It ſhines ſo bright in you: 
Tk. Ah! ſooth my boſom's anguiſh ; 


Jur. Be happy as we're true! 
| [Exennt. 


SCENE IV.—A4z open Country 


Enter CLARA and NINA. 
Nina. Oh! my dear, dear madam ; and yet it 
grieves me to tel] you. 
CLA. Tell me what? 


NINA. What it will grieve you to know, madam 
But, Bernardo and a lady c 


CLA. I'm all impatience—has he a miſtreſs >—Is 


14 


he 
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me charming—ls ſhe belov'd . woman! 
But tell me Nina. 

N INA. Truth muſt out tho' my keart bleeds 55 
it As I ſtood near Bernardo's door he ad- 
vanc'd with a woman—a ſweet - beautiful 

CLA. Forget her perfections. 

NINA. Well, madam, he Preſs'd her in his arms, 
call'd her- | 

CLA. What? 


NINA. Your earneſtneſs frightens me ſo, I, * 1 
can't remember. 


CLa. Where are my hopes, my peace, the fond 
viſionary happin- s my folly rais'd ? 


Nina. Ah! that's the wy they all ſerve us, ma- 
dam. 


CLa. I ſhall be ſlation'd near his tent—his fen- 
try— his guard—Oh my heart ſhou'd he careſs 
embrace her in my preſence— protect me 
Heaven! yes—ſhe dies.—Shall ſhe be bleſt— 
and I—She, alas! js innocent—but I am wild 
with torture—ſhe dies. 


Wes: Mercy on me! 


CLA. The reſolution fires me. 


NINA. Oh lud! III am afrard madam— 
CLA. Afraid of what? 


NINA. Why of—of myſelf that's all. 
CLA. You won't betray me—a ſecret dropt by 


chance into the boſom of friendſhip, ſhou'd be as 
hallow'd 
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hallow'd, as if lodg'd thereby confidence—But 


1 loſe the moments of vengeance—I am wild 
with apprehenſion, with terror, with revenge 


A IR. CLARA, 


S 
Come from Horror's dreary cell, 
Where Jealouſy delights to dwell— a 
Come, fell Revenge, that never ſleeps,.— 
Bevenge her fang in mortal poiſon ſteeps, 
And madly laughs and weeps, 
And ſmiles at rival's pangs, and acts the deeds of hell, 
Come, thou that art above controul, 
Rouſe my vaſt purpoſe—fill my madden'd ſoul ! 
| [Exeunt, 
E 
END OF THE FIRST ACT\ Jr 
IS | R 
J. 
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SCENE I.—Oxe fide of it repreſents LE wis's Room; 
the other, the Dungeon in which Marcos is confined: 


AIR. Marcos. 
Deſpair around my head 
Its horror flings, 
My wiſh to live no longer clings: 
All hope 1s fled, 
And in its ſtead, 
Miſery flaps it's raven wings. 


Enter Juliana, Narcisso0 and RoBERTO, with 


a baſket of Wine in flaſks. 


Jol. There my good fellow, ſet down the wine. 


Ros. Yes, yes, my maſter 1s certainly here. 
Jur. And here is ſomething for yourſelf. 


Ros. Thank you; but I'm well paid in being em- 
ploy'd by ſo ſweet, fo charming, ſo kind a 
Why lord, you have good-nature in your coun- 
tenance, it is written in large letters. 

Jur. Lord, Sir! ” 

Ros. Pray now, may I be ſo bold as—Pray, I 
ſay, hav'n't you a priſoner that 


NaR, 
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NAR. Sure, ſiſter he muſt mean the gentlematf- 
Ros. Yes—l mean the gentleman. 
NAR. Marcos? 
_ Ros. O yes— that's he. 
Jur. Do you know him then ? 
Ros. Oh yes, very well—that is—no, no, I don't 
mean very well indeed—T, I, don't know him at 
all. What a blunder had I like to have made ! 
| aſide. 
| Enter Lewis half drunk. 
Erw1s. Shildren !—hah ! vat you got—Vin, bien 
Who iſh dat? 
Ros. Ch lord! Oh lord ! L only waited to draw 
the corks, and all that. | 
LwIS. You be de rogue, and all dat. We draw 
draw dem ourſelve—Ecoute—Vaniſh—Retire 
—Give de bottels. 
| [ The Children put the bottles on the table. 
Ros. (Ajfide) As I can't ſee my maſter, I will go 
to his friends they may, perhaps, effect his 
eſcape; if not, I ſhall have nothing to do but 
to find out my little Nina, and be comfortably 
unhappy all the reſt of my life. | 
L.zxwis. Allez-vous-en. [Exit Roberto. 
Jur. We kept him, papa, for fear ſome of the 
wine might not be good—it wou'd be pity to 


have 228 reliſh ſpoilt. 
s Lewis 
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Lxwis. Dat is very good girl! Ma fol, de hot 


ſun make me ſleepy. 


Nax. Oh dear papa—ſhan't we take the poor gen- 
tleman his hard- fare. 


Lewis. Hard- fare? Bread and vater is ver good 


fare for de priſonier. 


Jor. Here is the bread and water . 1 
take it in? 
Nax. No Siſter, you went laſt—let me take i it. 


Jor. Then well both go, I'm determin'd. 


As Lewis opens the door, Fuliana conveys a flaſk of wine 


under her frock; when-ſhe and Narciſſo go into the dungeon 


— Lewis ſhuts the door of his own room, while Narciſſo puts 
down the bread and water for Marcos; Juliana gives him 
the wine, and Thereſa's letter which he kiſſes—the children 
make ſigns to Marcos to be filent, and return. — Lewis faſtens 
the bolts and locks the door then places the table direly be- 
fore it, and fitting down counts the bottles, 


Lzwis. Here, put de table, von, two, n four, 
five—ha! ver is toder. 

Jor. The other. 

Nar. What other? | | 

Jur. Oh! the other? Why Narciſſo, you had 
better tell the truth—aye, aye—we'll 1 the 

truth. | 

NAR. Yes, but you won't be angry—will you 
papa ?—Siſter Juliana took it, and 

| = Jur« 
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Juz. And broke it—in—in—in lifting it down 
from the man's head. 


Lewis: Ah! you httel baggage, here, here,— | 
| [ They put three of the five flaſks on a ſhelf W 


take down two cups. | 
dat is very bad way to crack de bottel any 
body. Come, come, fill me de bumper. 


NAR. Take this. 
Jour. Nay, take mine papa, or I ſhan't think you 
have forgiven me. | | 


dos are both de'two er- bere i is 
you von- two - good healt. 


NAR. Ah! how do wiſh to take the poor gen- 
tleman a glass. 


LEwis De gentilhomme inteed - de priſonier— 


bread and vater ver good for priſonier Here is 


his health. Monßeur le priſonier, a votre ſante 
ha ! ha—ma foi how de priſon go rond and 
rond 


Jor. Lord how you do ab You have forgot 
poor Juliana. | 


LEwIsS. Julia ma chere Juliana. 
NAR. And poor Narciſſo. 
LEw1s. Eh! my good boy. 


= falling afleep, Juliana makes is ns to Nar c 95 to take 
Þ:s keys, in attempting to fleal them Narciſſo diſturbs him. 
| 1 


— 


Lzwis. Ha! vat you ſay, mes enfans ? 


Lewis 


— — 
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Lewis recompoſes himſelf, and they cautiouſly take the keys 
but find it difficult even to ſee the padlock—at laſt Fuliana gets 
under the table, and Narciſſo on the top of it. —She lifts up the 
| padlock, and He unlocks it. —( Lewis yawns as if waking )J— 
the children flart, and remain for a while motionleſs with 

terror and affright ;—they then puſh back the belts, open the 
door gently, and ſhim lightly to releaſe the Pris'ner, who by 

ſigns learns their kindneſs—but after all they find him chain'd 
to the floor, and faſten'd by a lock they have nat the key of. 


Narciſſo holds the lock ready, while Fuliana on tip toe. — 
traces back to her father to ſearch his pockets—at laſt ſhe 
gets a key which proves the right. Marcos diſengages him- 
ſelf from his chains, the children creep back under the table, 
and he fleps to get over it. When he is Nlanding with Laws, 
head immediately between his feet ; Lewis flretches in ſuch a 
manner as to hinder him from either proceeding or retreat- 
ing. Lewis yawns and drops on the table faſt aſleep again; 
when Marcos leaps down, kiſſes the childrex and eſcapes 
guvith idem Vr om his confinement. 


Lewis. (Difturbed.) Ah! vat noiſe is dat —Ha! 
mes enfans Ou eſt le priſonier?— Ah, je ſuis 
perdu —— 


Enter BERN ARD., PASQUAL and Soldiers. 


BR. Jailor, bring forth your pritoner. 
LEtwis. He is gone forth. 


BER. Marcos eſcaped death to my hopes Seize 


him! | 
LEWIS. Pardonez moi, je ſuis innocent.— 
BER. Away with him! {Soldiers drag Lewis a- 
„ Way.) 


THE PRISONER' 


may.) Marcos eſcaped! ! he will inſtantly put 
LR, at the head of the ſeditious . 
arms to arms! 


CHORUS. 
Sound alarms! Sound alarms ! 
Amid the ſhades of Night, 
Let war-fires flaſh a blaze of light, 
While Victory ftrides before you: 
Since for Life and for F reedom we fight, 
Loet the ſoul beat to arms, 
And the word be Death or Glory 1 


— 


THE IND or ACT THE SECOND, 


Ge 
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Wer m- 


SCENE I1.—A Mod. 


Enter Marcos, Roszrro, and Slaves. 


Mak. Welcome once more long wiſhed for li- 

berty—Now, Bernardo, ſhalt thou feel my ven- 
geance.— Is every thing prepar'd? |, 

Ros. All, all, Sir. | 

Max. Are the ſlaves determined to be faithful? 

- Ros. Ves yes, they ſwore to be ara till they 
were black in the face! 

Max. Haſte, e and bring up the ſtrag- 


glers 
And now for death or victory! 


A I R. Mancoe. 


Goddeſs of Liberty, my ſoul inſpire, 
Light up the glowing flame 
At Virtue's ſacred fire. 
Genius of domeſtic joy—Cherub of Fame 


[ Exit Roberto. 


Love 


„„ e 1 
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Love the while, 
With many a dimpled ſmile, ( 
My eager hope ſhall raiſe; 
And with his buſy torch augment the blaze ; 
Proclaiming thro' valley, o'er hill, and thro' grove, 
The grave of war is the cradle of love! 
8 [Excunt Marcos and Slaves. 


Flouriſh of Drums and Trumpets: 


a >: a 


SCENE II. 
A Charge, and claſhing of ſwords. 
CLARA on guard before BERNARDO's Jent. 


Cra. The aſſault is violent This is my poſt— 
Now Bernardo—now my heart bleeds for 
you; yet ſo deſperate are my feelings, they will 
not brook a rival. Should he be wounded 
That thought diſtracts me- . [Flouriſh | © 
Oh no—he comes, but not to me—With what | 
Joy he flies, but not to me—How his eyes gliſten 
— but not for me, : 

Enter BERN AR DO and THEREsA, 

Tnz. Art thou then ſafe, Bernarda? | 
BrR. My deareſt Thereſa. [ Embracing, 
Enter PasQUAL NINA and Soldiers Hlouriſb. 
CLA. Tis inſupportable—Then let my rival die! 
PasQ. Hold! hold thy hand, thou murderer ! | 
Ber. Whence this outrage ? | 

CIA. Then farewell all! 

Pasd, Thereſa's life——-» 


BER. 


» 4 
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BR. Speak Why was your malice aim'd againſt a 
woman; a woman who never cou'd Ive 
wrong'd you? | 

Pasa, But for the well tim'd intelligence of this 
Drummer 

NINA. She, Sir—that is—no—T, Sir. Oh! dear 
ma'am, pardon. 

CLara- (aſide to Nina) You have betray'd me 
once, I perceive. Now leave me to my fortune 

I ſhall die happy if my ſecret dies with me. 


BER. See that you guard him cloſely ; we have 
more priſoners. Now, fiſter, Marcos, is again 
my captive. 

THe. Oh, Sir, releaſe him, if yeu wou'd not kill a 
ſiſter. 


| Bix. Bring in the priſoners. Flouriſb. 


| Enter Priſoners, 9 guarded. | 
She loves him; it is as I ſuſpected---I feel too 
much from love myſelf, not to pity the miſeries 
of others---Oh Clara! Clara! You ſhall be his 
judge yourſelf, Thereſa. 


Enter Marcos and ROB PR To, guarded. 
Tur. Oh! Marcos. 
CIARA. My brother! | 
Nina. And my Roberto, as I hope to be married. 


BER. Was it well, Marcos, to lead a band of rebels 
Slaves, who fled on tht firſt onſet, and deſerted 
their leader > 

| Mar. 
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Max. Wave your reproaches---I know my doom 
Words are but doubling torture. | 
Brzs. Nay, Marcos, fear not my ſeverity. Perſuade 

the raſh men under your command to new alle- 
giance, and to them I give a general pardon. 
Thereſa ſhall be your judge—ſhe loves you--- 
her ſentence will be light. Nay, wave your 
acknowledgments, or, if your ſiſter Clara lives, 
let her pay them for you. 


Nina. Nay, then, I will ſpeak upon my ſoul, 
ma'am. TÞ'll tell you all, gentlemen; indeed I 
will---and, firſt, I am---but don't look at me 
Iam a woman. 

ALL. A woman! 

Ros. My Nina, as I hope to be a general. 

Nix A. How d'ye do, Roberto, how d'ye do? 

Bx R. What is't you ſay? A woman? 

Nina. Iam indeed---Roberto knows it's true 
don't you, Roberto? 

Max. Relate your ſtory! 

Nina. I will ond? My miſtreſs, there— 


ALL. Miſtreſs ! 

Nina. The ſiſter of Don Marcos, that very Clara, 
whom 

MAR. Clara! 


CLA. Hold! Bernardo, I do not bluſh to own a 
a for you -I follow'd you to the _ 
10 f 
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Nix A. Yes, Sir, to guard - to protect to die 


for you ! Thoſe were her very words. 

CLA. I watch'd your footſteps—diſcover'd a ri- 
val, jealouſy rouz'd my frenzy I ſaw your 
tranſports for another, and aim'd revenge a- 
gainſt your 


BER. Againſt my ſiſter. 
CLa. Oh Bernardo! too late I know it—but 


let me hide my ſhame and grief Some neigh- 


bouring con vent 


BER. No, hide them in my heart 


Mas. Now indeed I'm happy—A lifter for a 
ſiſter. © | | 


Cra. My deareſt brother (They retire.) 
NINA. Ah Roberto! what do you ſay now to the 


little drummer, who has releaſed you ? 


Ros. Why I am not ſo eloquent as my betters, 
for love and gratitude, have choak'd me fo, 
that I can't ſay a word. 


Nina. But will you never leave poor Nina again? 


will you be kind and conſtant, and ſhall we live 
together ? 


Ros. For ever, and ever, Amen So let's think 


of nothing now but happineſs and one another. 


' DUETT. 


26 THE PRISONER, 
? "DUCTS 5 
NINA and RoBERTO. 


| NINA. 
Wl Let us briſk and merry be, 
1 5 Ever fond and ever free. 


ROBERTO. 


Fond and "A your ſwain ſhall be, 
Full of love and full of glee. 


Bor E. 


Dance and ſing as hymen bids; 
Happy as two wanton kids. 
Dance and ſing, &c. 


Ma. This has prov'd a happy day indeed My 
honeſt Roberto, and his faithful Nina, ſhall ſhare 
in our felicity. | 


Enter NaRc1550 and JoLiana. 


Nas. and Jul. Oh, madam, madam, my poor 
father !— 


Ber. Diſmiſs yours fear, my children, he is par- 
doned. 


Max. My lovely deliverers How could we have 
been enemies ſo long? henceforth our conteſt 
ſhall be only that of love and friendſhip. 


25 
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FINALE. © 


Naxciss0 and JULIANA: 


Good humour, peace and glee return, 
Let each enjoy the riſing bliſs; 

And bruſhing up his ruby lips, 
Prepare alike to ſip and kiſs. 


CHORUS. 
Good humour ſmiles as rage ſubſides, 
And in it's luſtred radiance proud; 


Diffuſes rays of ſocial love, 
As ſummer ſuns ſucceed a Cloud. 


CLARA and BERNARDO. 


In varied colours memory glows, 
Of Dangers paſt and raptures new; 
As deepen'd tints of Crimſon dye, 
Beſtreak the Tulip's filver hue 


CHORUS. 
Good bünsder #6 
Marcos and THERESA, 


Marcos. 
Henceforth, no fear nor dread ſhall threat 


No tumult pleaſure's ccurſe arreſt ; 


Roy. 
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Rogg and Nixa. 
But mk diſpute | ſhall haply cloſe, 


With who loves moſt; and who loves beſt. 


425 
* > 
WE 


ecnonus. 8 


Good bin ſniiles a as CA fubli bs * 
And in it's luſtred radiance proud ; 

Diffuſes rays of ſocial love, 

As © Di ſuns 2 a Cloud. 
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